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there. Along the track from time to time some small
adventure happened to a pilot; once or twice an aeroplane
came to grief altogether; and, after its engines and all
other removable parts had been taken away, was left in
the desert. These spots were given names in which that
of the pilot, or more usually his nickname, was incor-
porated.
These are some of the names that I remember. As
you fly from Baghdad to Ramadi you strike the Euphrates
at Fellujah, where there is a landing ground marked in the
desert not far from the town, which hugs a loop in the
winding river. On one side of the landing ground there
is a spot called "Titch's Tumble" after an exciting
episode that occurred in the darkness of a hot night in
July, 1925.
Between L.G. II and L.G. Ill there is a low range of
hills through which the track passes; these hills I called
"The Hills of Lost Thoughts." They lie about 50 miles
west of the landing ground at Ramadi, and when you are
coming in from the west it is usually at about this point
that you first sight the long pale blue line of Lake Hab-
baniyah. Some people call the place "Two and a half
because of the two landing grounds between which it lies.
The hills always presented to me a curious vagueness of
outline; and in their form and contours there seemed to
be no visible plan, such as is nearly always apparent in
nature's architecture. They looked as if they had been
dumped down there by mistake. The sloping plain
between the "Hills of Lost Thoughts" and Ramadi, I
called the "Land of Nearly' because, after a long day's
flying, it was here that you could ease your engines down
with the comforting thought that you were nearly home.
A few miles east of Rutbah lies L.G. 8 on a stony plain

